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VOL. LX XIII. ] MAY 


MOTLEY NOTES. 


$Y THE KING’s JESTER. 


N the geography lessons of the near future one important 
question may be “ Where was China?” 


A writer is publishing a series of articles on the subject 
of our decaying peasantry, entitled “Back to the Land.” 
Which is another way, I presume, of stating that the agricul 
tural interest is shipwrecked. 


The fair sex is often the witty sex. Witness the following I 
overheard at Earl’s Court last week : 

First Young Lady.—“ So Miss Giddie is really to be married 
at last. It must have been hard for her to settle down.” 

Second Young Lady.—“ Yes, indeed. She was an awful 
Hirt.” 

First Young Lady.—“ She certainly used to lead the men a 
merry race, but now she says she’s ‘on her last lap.’” 


One of my contemporaries contains a statement to the effect 
that brilliant and impulsive people have usually black eyes. 
[ have noticed myself that they are very apt to get them if 
they are too impulsive. 





hen the inventive American has finished “improving” 
‘ae English language it will want re-christening. A San 
Fran isco paper, discoursing learnedly of the Budget, says : 
The people of Great Britain, who have been accustomed 
\uite two generations to the advantages of free sugar, are 
‘turally disgruntled by having to pay a halfpenny per 
sind more for the article.” I’d like to know the derivation 

disgruntled.” What a sweet word ! 
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We are buying our volumes of famous literature on the 
instalment plan and our poetry by easy payments. Will it 
come to this soon? 

Mr. Newrich (after buying some classics).—‘ Does that make 
about a ten-pound package ¢” 

Clerk.—* No ; that is only seven or eight pounds.” 

Mr. Newrich.—“ Then rive me two more pounds of Shake 
speare and one more of Bacon.” 


If the laundries keep on raising their prices, a clean collar 
will soon be as marked a sign of ostentation as a diamond 
stud. 


THe Worst or THem. 


I think, of all the scores 
Of unmitigated bores 
That drag across your track 
Night and morning, 
From the man who’s full of ills, 
With his tonics and his pills, 
To the man who thumps your back 
Without warning. 


If there’s any special first, 
For the epithet of worst, 
’m prepared at any hour 
To apply it 
To the man who, with a grin, 
Says your hair is getting thin, 
When it’s quite beyond your power 
To deny it. 


Nor to Take It LITERALLY. 
Stage Manager.—“ Now, Mr. Stormer, listen to me a 


moment.” 

Stormer (the villain).—“ Well, sir?” 

Stage Manager.—‘ When the heroine says to you ‘Do your 
worst !’ that doesn’t mean you are<to act that way.” 


—— 


— 


ap th pe ean sieciaa 


oy a eee ee te nage 
: hing = Me imate IP etn ra 


ie at aa 


ee 

























































tn 
ri Ser o> 


ee 


ies he ee 


~s 
- 
oe 


MC tie ees 


eR Fe he, 
ee eee eee 
lee a ta 


ba 
ee ene: 


* 
ile eas 


~ 
— 
NR Re ta 


Pa ee 
ae 


ia nine repinngetienaents 
a age 
a 


PORE a BE Pig oe, 





hs FF ; -— h —— — 
pss ATES te ig — " 
fica A pire, ee 
* ” - Let it stage / % - 
me a el ert a nae — Fed 


Sa ae 


























Oe mE 9 





ome © 


FUN. 








Nove.t Enpinas FoR INTENDING NOVELISTS. 


Ordinary Sensational.—And so, after all their trials and 
troubles, Jack Dashalong and Mabel were made man and 
wife, and not a cloud arose on the sky of their happiness. 
As for the foiled villain, Uriah Baddun, he met with the 
fate he deserved. He is now a waiter in a cheap 
restaurant. 

The Metaphysical.—And so she walked out into the night. 


And he—— 

The Pathetic.—The rain drizzles and the wind sobs and moans 
through the tall trees. In a far corner of the bleak cemetery 
skirting the awesome forest are two graves. And the 
wind still moans and sobs and the rain still drizzles. For 
we are writing of the Scottish Highlands. 

{More in stock if required. | 
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Woutpn’t TAKE £1,000 roR IM. ’E’s BEEN OFFERED | 
Two Quip.” | 





‘K Tanks AN JAwrut Lot o’ THat Donkey. ‘“E 


THE RETORT CouRTEOUS. 
Old Richess.—“ Do you know that you have been publicly 


referred to as the idle son of a successful banker ?” 


Richess Junior.—“ And are you aware, sir, that you are 
© ’ b ry 


known in our best circles as the father of the champion 
batsman of the year?” 


“Fun’s” PHILOSOPHICAL PILLS. 
Your friends may not know much, but they always know 


what they would do if they were in your place. 


Silence may be golden, but it pays auctioneers better to keep 


on talking ? 


[t isn’t every fellow that parts his hair in the middle who 


has a well-balanced head ? 


One of the most bitter pills is swallowed by the man who 
must keep up his payments on a bicycle which was stolen a 
few days after he had purchased it on the instalment plan. 


SURE TO Get ENovuau. 
Professor.—* It’s one of the frailties of human nature that, 
no matter how much a man gets, he wants more.” 
Youth (thoughtfully).—“ Oh ! I don’t know about that—in a 
police-court, for instance, he doesn’t.” 








Mrs. Myles.—“ That hat 
makes your face look very 
short.” 

Mrs. Styles.—‘* That’s 
funny ; it made my husband’s 
face look long.” 


Cupid nowadays some- 
times adds three letters to 
his name, and_ becomes 
Cupidity. 





It is no wonder that Time 
is unkind to some people, who do all they know to kill it 


I wonder how many of my readers will be able to make 
anything of the following, which I have extracted verbatim 
from the San Francisco Chronicle. 

“Then came the finish and what a finish it was! Dave 
Calhoun pranced up to the plate and rapped out a single. 
William Reid tried to sacrifice and was counted out. 
McAndrews singled and then Eddie Lauzon connected with 
the ball for a dandy single. It scored Calhoun with the run 
that tied the score and sent McAndrews around to third. 
Down in the center of the diamond Blondey Ferguson was 
having several sorts of fits and over on first base Captain 
Glasscock was pawing up the turf and masticating a whole 
store full of muslin. Back in the stands there was pande- 
monium. Graham knew that it was the chance of a lifetime 
and he keyed himself up for the great struggle. Ferguson 
floated a balloon over the plate and Graham caught it 
amidships. Nobody saw it reach terra firma. McAndrews 
crossed the plate with the winning run and all credit for the 
victory was heaped on the clever little pitcher.” 

These are not the insane drivellings of a demented journalist, 
as you might suppose, but (so I have been informed by one 
who knows) a very good description of an American baseball 
game. I wonder what they think of our football reports ! 
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THE CoN- 
TENTS OF 
Mr. Moon- 
sPORT 


THe S1zE AND EXTERIOR OF 
Mr. Moonsport’s TRUNK, WHICH 
He Lert at His LopGines WHEN 
Hr Went Away sv SUDDENLY 
THE OTHER Day. 
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A CHESS PROBLEM INDEED. 
MABEL AND BERTHA ARE PLAYING CHESS FOR THE First TIME, AND GRANDPA Orrers His ASSISTANCE. 


Mabel.‘ On ! Granppa, I’ve TAKEN Berrtua’s KING 


THREE Times, AND I’vE Gor Two KNIGHTS, AND SHE Owes 


Me Four Pawns, AND SuHE’s TAKEN My Queen Twicez, AND I Owe Her a Bisnor. Now, Teri Us Wio’s Won?” 





I HAVE been considerably struck by the weekly supply of 
Facts” turned out by some of my contemporaries. I don’t 
know where they get them from, but at great expense and 
trouble I’ve hunted up some for Fun. I offer a prize of my 
Daily Mail “ Encyclopedia ” (one 5s. instalment paid) to any- 
one disproving any of these facts :— 

WASHINGTONIAN WHITTLES. 

There are 4,000,003 herrings in the North Sea. 

The British Government realises £11,000 a year on waste 
papér. It costs nearly £160,000 a year to waste it, though, to 
begin with. 

Canaries have been known to live twenty-one years, but 
spring chickens live much longer. 

Every high-born Turk is trained in some art or handicraft. 
Card-sharping, horse-doping, or company promoting are not 


oe amongst the fashionable arts and crafts in Turkey 
though. 


es 


Suitor.—“ Sir, you are undoubtedly aware of the object of 
my visit ?” 

Father.—“ 1 believe you desire to make my daughter happy. 
Do you really mean it?” 

Suitor.—“ Unquestionably.” 

Father.—“ Well, don’t marry her, then.” 





She.—“ So she reached Paris yesterday? How wonderful it 
is that the news can be sent so safely over the ocean cable 
through so many miles of salt water.” 

He.—“ Yes ; and be so fresh.” 

Nervous Lady Passenger (to deck hand).—“ Have you ever 
seen any worse weather than this, Mister Sailor?” 

Deck Hand.—‘Take a word from an old salt, mum ; the 
weather’s never very bad while there’s any females on deck 
a-makin’ henquiries about it.” 
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OBSCURED THE LIGHT. 


Policeman.—‘ Now, Tuen, Wuy Don’ You Stop wHen I Tei YER. 


Dipn’t You See Me Put Up My ’anpn?” 


Cabby.“ Writ, I Dip Notice It Came Over A Bit Dark LIKE.” 


“ TYPES,” 


THE COMPOSITOR. 


HE Compositor is the source of much good and the 
cause of much bad language. He is a distinct and 
striking type of the human species. The ordinary laws 

governing human nature do not apply to the Compositor—at 
least in business hours. The writer confesses that he has 
never met a Compositor in private life, and he has never met 
anyone who has. He can only therefore speak of the Com- 
positor in his official element. 

The Compositor has no sense of humour. Even the pro- 
fessional humorist is better off in this respect. The Com- 
positor will take your finest flash of wit, your most brilliant 
epigram, your most convulsing humorous hit, and read it with 
a profoundly melancholy eye. He will then set it in the Facts 
Column or insert it among the advertisements and label it 
“Wanted.” 

Nor has he the least appreciation of pathos. Your tears- 
compelling pen picture of your suffering heroine he will render 
ludicrous by a fiendish error in orthography. 

The flights of the finest descriptive prose are lost on him. 
The writings of Cicero and the latest patent medicine 
advertisement are alike to him. He calls them both “copy,” 
and he has no other term for either the gems of genius or the 
drivellings of the latest writer of somebody’s love letters. 

The Compositor is a misanthrope. When your paper is late 
he is gloomily elated. He delights in telling you that “you 








| are three columns short” when there’, 
| barely half an hour to go to press, He 
| hears your entreaties unmoved, your out. 
bursts of rage yield him a sombre chas- 
tened pleasure. His opinion of editors jx 
generally a subtle mixture of pity and lofty 
contempt. He can usually reckon ther 
by the score, especially in the case of 
newspapers of shifting politics and the 
‘“new” journals. Towards  sub-editors 
journalists, and other small fry he ;. 
patronisingly tolerant, provided they yield 
| him the respect due to his superior standing 
| and attainments. 

TheCompositor is muchfeared. Even that 
assertive type the proprietor stands some 
what in awe of him. The proprietor is the 
only individual the “ Comp.” admits upon 
somewhat equal terms. ‘lhe writer has 
| known many Compositors, but he has always 
| felt the inferiority of his position, and has 





often wished that he were a proprietor, 





WHERE THERE'S LIFE THERE’s Hope. 
Miss Lingerlong.— “I shall never 
| marry!” 
| Maud Brisk.—“ Oh! cheer up, dear' 
| You should remember that Naomi, the 
daughter of Enoch, was 580 years old when 
| she married !” 


| THE ancients believed the world was 
square ; but that was before company pro- 
moters started operations. 


Tue Latest “ BULL.” 
Finnegan.— Now, state wan r’ason why 
yez don’t belave in the Army Reform.” 
Flannagan.—“ Be jabers, if they do be increasin’ the army, 
shure soon every able-bodied man will be fourced to become 
a volunteer.” 


His OPINION. 
“Dear?” said the purchaser of the hat. ‘I shouldn't call 
it dear!” But her husband sighed. 
“I’m afraid,” he said, “in your lexicon there’s no such 
word as ‘ dear.’ 


9) 





WORRYUS SPRINGCLEANIEN]S. | 
Onk OF THE FLowERS THAT BLOOM IN THE 5PRINY 
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Not Lone ENnouGcH To Know. 
Guest (facetiously).—“ Say, waiter, do 
people have to wait a week to be waited 
upon in here ?” 
Waiter.—“I can’t say, sir. I only 
came yesterday.” 


THe BuRGLAR WuHo Dipn’r! 
First Burglar.—“ Why didn’t you 
sneak that chap’s chainless bicycle yer 
went after last night ?” 
Second Burglar.—“ Well, I found out 
there was a chainless dorg in the yard.” 
“None of your gaudy colours for 
me,” she said to the clerk at the counter. 
‘“‘Give me plain red and yaller.” 


DoMEsTIc Joys. 

Meeks.—“ My wife prefers coffee for 
breakfast and I prefer tea.” 

Weeks.—“ Then I suppose you have 
both 

Meeks.—“‘Oh ! no ; we compromise.” 

Weeks.—“ In what way!” 

Meeks.-—“' We compromise on coffee.” 

A DIFFERENCE. 

Joslin. — “I congratulate you on 
marrying @ woman with an independent 
fortune.” 

(Joslin. —“ Yowre wrong! I married 
a fortune with an independent woman.” 


Mistress.—“ Bridget, you forget your- 
self.” 

Bridget.—“ No, mum ; I might forget 
others, but I never forget meself, mum.” 


Mrs. Casey.—“ I hear, Mrs. Murphy, 
that yer son Larry has been sent ter th’ 
reformatory.” 

Mrs. Murphy.—* Yis, an’ sich a good 
boy he was, too. Everything he stoled 
he brung home to his poor ol’ mother.” 


Dipn’t CLAIM THAT LEGACY. 
“ Hear about poor Joe Smith ?” 
“No. What’s happened to him ?” 


“His old uncle up in Maine left him £2,000 a year, the only 
stipulation being that he should burn his old desk at night, 


alone, without opening it.” 
‘What’s bad about that ?” 


“Nothing, only the desk was full of dynamite.” 


PoLITICIANS— NOTE WELL. 
Fame’s but a bubble—not worth the trouble— 


So sages are pleased to explain it ; 
It seems, furthermore, that the hardest blower 
Is not always most apt to attain it | 


She.—“ Did your grandfather live to a green old age?” ) 
He.—* Well, I should say so ; he was swindled three times 
after he was seventy.” 
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“SENSATION IN COURT.” 
Magistrate. —“ I's DisGraceruL TO SkE A MAN oF YouR SUPERIOR STAMP 
IN THE Dock.” 


. Prisoner.—-“ YES, JUDGING FROM APPEARANCES, Wk OuGHT TO CHANGE 


PLACES.” 





THe Irish Nov IN It. 
Hogan (with paper).—‘‘ Oi see they’ve named th’ new shtar 
in th’ hivins Andromeda.” 
Brennan (sarcastically).—“ Av coorse they did ; ol knowed 
they'd christen it some Dootch or Rooshian name! Yez don't 
know av any shtar named Patsy Flannigan, do yez?” 


Diptomacy Micut Sette It. 
“Tf an irresistible force meets an immovable body?” sug- 
gested his friend, the speculative philosopher. 
“The situation, indeed, would be critical,” admitted the 
eminent diplomat ; “but, with mutual restraint and reason- 
able concessions, I see no reason to despair of an amicable 
setilement.” 
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Excited Party.—“ PoLicEMAN! PoLicEMAN! THERE’s A Bic Burty Navvy NEARLY 


THE CORNER.” 


Fa 






MURDERING A MAN RowunpD , 


Policeman.—“ THANK’EE, SIR, FOR THE Tip. I'LL Do THE SaME For You Some Day.” (QuicKLy WALKS OFF IN 


OPpposIrvE [DIRECTION.) 





IN THE YEAR 2000, 
A ProJEcTED PEEP AT THE “Datty Marin” 100 YEARS 
HENCE. 

r HE Mono Rail from Manchester to Liverpool has been 

[ giving great dissatisfaction lately. Last week nearly 

: half an hour was occupied in traversing forty miles. 
Why is it that this country lags so far behind America in the 
matters of swift transit? Why ? 





It will come as a painful shock to the people of Britain to 
realise that Dover Fort is only fortified by four miserable 
antiquated 400 ton guns. It is quite time that the matter of 
re-arming our forts with heavy modern ordnance was taken up 


seriously by the superb War Office. 


An interesting exhibition of the arts and crafts of the 
1909 period was held yesterday at Liverpool. It is instructive 
to note the vast progress made during the last 100 years, and to 
reflect that at the time when London was Britain’s capital, and 
before this country was under American control, our ancestors 
had to content themselves with the foot-propelled bicycle and 
infantile motor-cars. One of the most interesting exhibits 1s 
a South-Eastern Railway engine, which we understand was 
actually used for passenger traffic. 





A chess match hasbeen arranged between the American Chess 
Club and the Mars Chess Club. The match will be played by 
means of the improved Marconi Flashlight Telegraphy. The 
inhabitants of Mars have proved themselves worthy sportsm™ 
“== ~-—- and a good game may be anticipat ' 
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A FASHIONABLE BISHOP. 


S Alice walked away she came suddenly to a fence, and 
on the fence sat a Bishop with whose features she had 
long been familiar from photographs in stationers’ 

windows. It seemed odd to Alice that a Bishop should be 

sitting on a fence, and, making a reverent bow, she asked his 
lordship why he had chosen such an uncomfortable and 


/ 


undignified position. 
“ Because,” said the Bishop, “ it is comparatively safe. You 
know the poem : 


‘Humpty Dumpty sat on the fence, 

Humpty Dumpty had common-sense, 

All the Low Churchmen and all the High Rits 
Couldn't pull Humpty Dumpty the Bishop to bits.’ ” 


“The last line,” said Alice, “ has several feet too many.” 

“ All the better,” the Bishop replied, with a chuckle. “A 
man in my position can’t have too many feet if he wants to 
make a stand.” 

“ But you don’t want to make a stand. You simply sit on 
the fence all day and do nothing.” 

“ Observe why,” the Bishop said, proudly. ‘“ It is impossible 
for me to get down on both sides at once. You admit that ? 
Very good. Now it would never do for a man in my position 
to take sides. If I get down on your side I should offend the 
people on the other ; and if I got down on the other side I 
should offend people on yours. So with the considerable 
tact for which I have always — ahem !— been both famous 
and popular in Society, I sit upon my fence and look with 
equal eye on both sides at once.” 

“ But a little exercise would do you good,” said Alice, “and 
you can’t exercise even your authority while you sit like that. 
[t looks so funny, too. Really I’m half inclined to laugh.” 

“Good,” said the Bishop, smiling. “That shows I am a 
success, It is the fashion nowadays for Society Ecclesiastics 
to be amusing, and if I can make you laugh I shall feel very 
happy. Kindly laugh again.” 

“But,” Alice objected, “it would be so very easy to get 


down.” 


“You only see one side of the question,” said his Lordship, 
gravely. “This side, my child, is the Low side, and one 
cannot hop down without looking undignified: the jump 
is so easy. The other side is the High side, and one cannot 
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aa take that jump without the risk of 
é , ricking an ankle, a Bishop - rick , 
vd understand. Ha! ha! very good ' vs 









By 5 you see it is better on the whole . 

SO Woe, sit on the fence. And then there's the 
Z glory of it !” 

“T don’t know what you mean by ‘glory.’ 

Alice said, just as another Alice said. a 


another Humpty Dumpty. 

“Te means that there’s nothing more 
to be said on the subject,” answered the 
Bishop. 

“But ‘glory’ doesn’t mean ‘there’. 
nothing more to be said on the sub 
Alice objected. 

“When J use a word,” the Bishop said 
in rather a scornful tone, “it means ‘ust 
what I choose it to mean—neither », 
nor less.” 

“The question is,” said Alice, “ whether you can make words 
mean different things.” 

“The question is,” said the Bishop, “whether you are t 
obey my ruling.” 

“ But nobody does obey your ruling,” said Alice, “ not ever 
the youngest curate.” 

The Bishop grew suddenly sad. “Ah! you’ve touched m\ 
tender spot. This clerical insub-ordination is very painful ti 
me, very painful. If you listen [ll quote you a poem I've 
just compo-ed, founded on a Jittle epic of Lewis Carroll’s 
some of the verses, indeed, belong entirely to Carroll : odd. 
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3KCAUSE,’ SAID THE Bisnop, “[r Is CoMPARATIVELY 
SaFE.” 
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“We Must INCENSE A CHap LIKE You.” 


isn’t it?” And then, clearing his throat, and with a wave of 
his little fat hands that nearly sent him backwards. the 
Bishop quoted the following verses to Alice : 


“T sent a message to my See, 
I told them ‘ This is what must be.’ 
The naughty clergy of the See 
They sent an answer back to me. 
The naughty clergy’s answer was 
‘We cannot do it, sir, because ——’” 


“Tm afraid I don’t quite understand,” said Alice. 
“You're not meant to,” said the Bishop, “ That’s the beauty 
of the thing—— 


I sent to them again to say 

‘It will be better to obey.’ 

The clergy answered with a pooh 
‘We must incense a chap like you.’ 
I told them once, I told them twice, 
And hoped they’d disregard advice. 


I said it very loud and clear ; 
I also whispered in their ear. 


So when I found they made a stand 
I smoothed my rumpled apron, and——” 


There was a long pause. 

wis that the end?” Alice timidly asked. 

“End !” sighed the Bishop ; “of course it’s the end. Don't 
you see there’s no end to my troubles? That’s the whole point. 
( 100d-bye,” 

This was rather sudden, Alice thought ; but she felt so sorry 
for the poor weak Bishop, who was afraid to make his voice 
heard, that she put out her hand and said quite pleasantly : 
‘Good-bye till we meet again.” 
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“T shan’t know you again if we meet in Society,” said the 
Bishop, drawing himself up. “ Of course I don’t mind talking 
to people of your degree when I meet you in a quiet fashion 
like this; but it would never do for me to know you ata 
swagger crush—ahem! You see, | have a position to keep 
up.” 

He drew himself up again, and in doing so very, very nearly 
toppled over backwards. He saved himself, however, and 
observed, panting very hard, that he was rather good at 
righting himself. 

“Take my advice,” said Alice, “and don’t try to look dignified 
while you are sitting on that fence. If you do you're bound to 
fall.” 

“Are you High or Low?” asked the Bishop. 

” I’m Broad, said Ahice, 

‘Very improper,’ replied his Lordship. “But, High o1 
Low or Broad, so long as I sit on this fence you're quite 
beneath me, and what is more you’re bound to look up to me.’ 

“Or to walk away—laughing,” said Alice, 

“Ah! | never thought of that,” said the Bishop. “ Hum, 
yes; that’s quite true, and it’s been getting rather lonely here 
of late; Ive noticed that. jut Alice had walked away, and 
there was no one to listen to him, so the Bishop went to 
sleep. 
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AWFULLY SMART DON’T CH’KNOW. 
Eva.—* Yes, Docs arg& Bap Enovucu, I Apmit, BUT 
I’p Ratner A Doc Knock Me Over THAN AN OMNIBUS.” 
Edgar.—“ Woutp You Weatty. How Opp! For My 
Part I’> Mucn WatHan THAT THE Doc KNOCKED THE 
Omnreus Ova. Haw! Haw!! Haw!!! 
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“UNCERTAIN, COY, AND HARD TO PLEASE.” 


To PLEASE” THEY ARE NOT. 


y *5 # ») > . 
Tue Poet Has Written Tous or Women. WELL, “ Uncertain” Tey May Bg, “Coy,’ PERHAPS, 


Look at THEIR HUSBANDS. 
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THE DRAMAPHONE. 


_—— 


) HILE we are quite aware that the universal praise 
\ \ bestowed on “The Emerald Isle” at the Savoy 
Theatre will not be accepted as thoroughly 
conclusive until Fun has spoken on the point, at the osane 
time we are cognisant of the fact that so large a number of 
daily and weekly newspapers have already narrated the story 
of Captain Hood’s libretto and analysed the many beauties of 
Sir Arthur Sullivan and Mr. Edward German’s music, that it 
is probable our readers may already have a hazy notion of the 
new piece now being performed at the Savoy. In order that 
the management may not be uneasy as to the fate of their 
enterprise we will add that all the eulogiums are justified, but 
beyond that we will not enlarge upon the subject. 





I 





(QJuite the freshest and most original thing to do with “The 
Emerald Isle” at this time of day is to do what none else has 
done, and extract from his “ book” some of Captain Hood's 
jokes. In doing this we have no desire to Hood-wink the 
public—they shall judge for themselves. It has very appro 
priately been left for KUN to pay this willing tribute to 
a Hood. 

‘Terence O'Brian, the young rebel, has been educated at 
Oxford and Eton, and speaks Irish with an English accent. 
The burning injustice under which his family suffers is 
graphically described by the author : 

‘Had not the grasping Government of England purchased my 
father’s dilapidated estate, to serve, after extensive repairs, as a 
summer residence for their Viceroy, my parents would not have 
been lured to the luxurious lap of London, where I, their child, 
was taught by alien nurses to lisp a tyrant tongue! Within those 
yates lies my father’s fine estate, wrested from him by the tempting 
offer of a rapacious Government !” 

The Viceroy is a cunning rogue. He has elocution classes 
for the peasantry—“ it’s the [rish brogue and other character 
istics that he tramples under his feet by settin’ his face against 
em!” <A little later, the Viceroy approaching, a demure 
maid servant asks Professor Bunn, who is a bit of a detective : 


4 
7. 
“2 
we 
ae 
i =— 
ae 
— 
= ae 
— 





(Mr. WeEpon GrossmMITH AND Mr. Husert Drvuce IN 
“Tae NIGHT OF THE PARTY.” 


FUN. 


























Mr. SYDNEY PaXxTON AND Miss M. BLAKISTON IN 
“The NIGHT or THE PARTY.” 


“You're not the Irish League?” “No,” he replies, “Scotland 
Yard,” which is a pleasant little play upon words in long 
measure, 


The Lord Lieutenant receives an unsigned letter. Claneing 
at it he says, in that blank verse in which he always speaks 
oflicially : 

\nonymous! Ah! well, 
In these days men who cannot Mion) their name 
Can make their mark ! 


Here is a scrap of dialogue which speaks for itself : 
Tuk LApy Lirurenant,—‘' From his appearance I 
Should say an impecunious performer 
Upon the violin.’ 
Munriuy.—-* Not at all, your honour. It’s a poor fiddler T am,”’ 
THe Lapy LinvTeNant, —‘* Bow, when the Lord Lieutenant speak 
Lonp LIEUTENANT. —‘* Bow thus. (Showing him, ) 
Are you in need of alms?” 
Mouny.—-‘* No, eyes, your honour, seein’ he’s blind 
Lonp LIKUTENANT.—‘S* Alms’ withan ‘1’ jow ! were the alme 
I meant.” 
Mouiy. —‘' Arms with an el-/ow were the arms J meant.” 


” 


To quote more than this might be to do the Savoy an 
injustice—especially as we have no space. “The Emerald 
Isle” is a delicious entertainment, deliciously rendered by the 
perfect Savoy company. 


Our artist gives us this week a couple of sketches from 
that merry farce, “The Night of the Party,” at the Avenue 
Theatre. Iam informed that “The Night of the Party ” has 
caught the public fancy to such an extent that Mr. Weedon 
(Jrossmith intends to avail himself of certain options which he 
has acquired from Mr. Herbert Sleath, whereby he will con 
tinue his tenancy of the theatre until the end of the year. A 
visit to the Avenue can be confidentially recommended to 
those who want an evening of wholesome, unrestrained 
laughter. THE STaGE Coacn. 





Messrs. BERTRAM AND Co. have selected, under severe competi- 
tion, Messrs. William Greer and Co.’s celebrated ‘‘O.V.H.” and 
Imperial Liqueur Scotch; and Messrs. Kirker Greer and Co.'s 
‘‘Special Reserve” Irish Whisky to be supplied to the Alexandra 
-alace during the coming season. 
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A apy famed for her skill in cooking 
was entertaining a number of her friends 
at tea. Everything on the table was 
much admired, but the excellence of the 
sponge cake was especially the subject 
of remark. ‘It is so soft and light. 
Tell me where you got the recipe? I 
would like so much to have it.” 

“T made it out of my own head,” 
said the hostess. 


Hr Was Too NATURAL. 


‘* Young Simpson doesn’t get on socially, 
at all.” 

‘* He’s rich, isn’t he?” 

‘‘Yes. He has loads of money ; but he 
doesn’t seem to know how to act as if he 
had loads of money.” — Wasp. 


(;LADYS.—‘‘Is it true that |I)’EKasel has 
become engaged to his model ¢” 
SyLvr1A.—‘* Yes; it’s a case of woman 
man proposes. ”’— Puck. 





poses, 


FRANKNESS ON Botu SIDES. 

‘*And now, my boy, dont have any 
secrets from your father. What are your 
college debts? Don’t be afraid to tell me 
the sum total, to the last penny.” 

‘*T won't, father. The whole amount is 
£250,” 

‘‘T thank you for your confidence, my 
boy, and I will be equally frank. You may 
pay those debts the best way you can.”— 
Chicago Tribune. 


‘“Wer’RE short of reading matter,” said 
the assistant editor of the Temperance 
Bugle. ‘ Well,” replied the editor, ‘* run 
in that story about the workman who fell off 
the topof the Wayuppe Building yesterday.” 
‘*But we have no proof that his death was 
due to drink.” ‘‘I know, but we can head 
the story, ‘A Drop Too Much.’ ”—Phila- 
delphia Press, 
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AN AWFUL REVENGE. 
FRIEND (to amateur poet).—** I see you are 


sending off a manuscript to the Bonton 
Magazine. I thought you told me only the 


UNDER THE 
SPREADING CHESTNUT 


TREE _ other day you thoroughly disliked and 
‘ | «despised the editor of that particular 

| magazine?” 
AGREED Wits HER. | Port.—‘‘I do. That’s why I’m sending 


Jimmy.—'‘* Me aunt was tryin’ to tell me him my poem. —Judge. 


that smokin’ is injur’ous.”’ 
Tommy. —‘* Well, it might be if yer ole Conpuctor.—‘‘ Dowd’s Corner. All 
man ketches yer.””—Ohama Sunday Bee. change h-e-r-e !” 
_ Pat Manong.—‘‘ Be jabbers, yez got 
Hr Pieaps Nor Gvuitry. threepence out uv me already, and dom me 
MamMa.—‘' Fighting again? Why, a if yee ban have all the change Pve got.” — 
good little boy wouldn’t hurt a hair of San Frisco Chronicle. 
another boy’s head !” eae 
Jounny. —‘* Well, I didn’t! I just ‘*T gay,” said the dusty traveller, ‘‘ how 
punched his nose,” — Waap. far is it to Sagetown ?” : 
coceonemnene ‘*’Bout a mile and a-half,’ 
CoRRECTED. farmer. ; e 
‘When you won me for your wife,” she a Can i ride with you? 
began. . Sartin. Climb in. } 
“ When I lost my liberty, you mean,” he At the end of three-quarters of an hour 
interrupted. — Detroit Journal. the dusty traveller began to be uneasy. 
‘*T say,” he asked, ;*‘ how far are we from 
Sagetown now?” 
‘**Bout four mile and a-half.”’ 
‘*Great Jerusalem! Why didn’t you tell 
me we were going away from Sagetown ?” 
‘*Why didn’t you ell me you wanted to 
go there‘ 


’ 


replied the 


HEARD AT THE CIRCUS. 
‘* What is the Bearded Lady complaining 
about ?” 
‘* He caught the Armless Wonder hugging 
his wife.”— Town Topics. 





?”—Ohicago Tribune. 

















Her. . ‘I told your father fr 
couldn’t support you.” 

SHE. —‘* What did he say 9” 

Hr.—‘‘He said he had 


experience, ”’ 


ankly that 7 


had 


His BEER Micur Bring 
BIER, 


FRIEND (to hotel keep r j.—*s Why , 

you treat your friends so often, Han Fy 
al Tm V4 ’ a 

Hans. —- \ ell, yer see, ] Vant ash many 
of dem ash possible to surrount . 

° , 
peer ven I’m dead und gone, und ] t’ought 
maype dey might pe more likely to do t “ 
Tox dem to surrount some of it yen [y 
still alife. See ?”—Judye. : 


THEM To His 


Mine 


CLERK.—‘‘ There’s nothing here | 
work, work, work. Why, I Raines Y 
my wife for a week.” , et 

OLD EMPLOYEE. —‘‘ Call that work. oi 
Why, my dear young man, I should ca) 
that pleasure.” 7 


ut 


HANDSOME Apo.ouy. 


LitTLE Boy (who has been sent to beg Yy 


Biggs pardon).—** Mr. Biggs, I told you te 

go to the dickens yesterday, and [ye eon, 

over to say that I’ve repented and ce 

needn’t go.” 
WHAT'S IN A NAME. 

OLD GENT (to little boy).—** And what is 
your little brother’s name ?” 

LittLE Boy.—‘‘ Well, his right name 
William Henry Mortimer, but if yer cal] 
him ‘Stubby’ he’ll come.” — Boston Herald 

THE severest thing said about the Wa) 
Office came from the mouth of a gallant 
otticer now employed there. 

He was desperately wounded in_ the 
head, and operated on by a_ celebrated 
civil surgeon who went out to the front. 

The two men met in London. ‘Oh! by 
the way, Colonel,” said the surgeon, ‘] 
think I have got your brains bottled at my 
house ; would you care to have them?” 

‘¢ Thanks, no,” said the soldier, ‘* I’m in 
the War Office now.” — The Coloured Comic. 

GRactg.—‘‘ Harry writes such gushing 
letters, Maud.” 

Mavup.—‘‘ He must use a fountain pen.” 
—The Museum Record. 


EDITORIAL NOTICE. 

The Editor cannot be responsible for 
the return of MSS. or sketches submitted 
for consideration, and in no case will re- 
jected matter 
be returned 
unless accom- 
panied by 
a stampedand 
addressed 
envelope. 
Publication in 
Fun alone 
unll be recog- 
mised as the 
acceptance of 
contributions 
or sketches. 
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